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(Untitled) 
p a t h i n the g a r d e n . R e m e m b e r th is . 
M a m a f re t t ing s i lent . 
H o l d i n g h a n d s w i t h C a t h e r i n e . 
R u n n i n g . 
( C a t h e r i n e that gr ie f is 
b l o o d y 
as o n l y a w o m a n ' s 
r e m e m b e r i n g ) n o w I re - learn 
d e a t h 
grey faced or p u t r i d green 
w i t h hot w i t h g u t t e u r a l screams 
d a r k b irds c u r t s y i n g o n the w i n d 
c a r e e n i n g 
b u t not for y o u . C a t h e r i n e 
red b l o o d red 
a l l ways 
c h i l d e d 
f l o o d e d the w h i t e l i n e n 
y o u r w o r n t h i g h s 
s t r e a m i n g 
streams d y i n g 
r e m i n i s c e n c e 
the b r o o k i n the g a r d e n 
last t r i c k l i n g . 
T h e t h i n e m e r a l d snake y o u snatched u p 
i n y o u r h a n d s 
l a u g h i n g 
s t i l l 
i hate snakes 
snakes f r i g h t e n 
the horses 
(Untitled) 
the roof of m y j a i l h o u s e 
is curved 
against the e m p t y n i g h t 
p u s h e d o u t l i k e the i n s i d e of a b a l l 
sp l i t i n t w o 
as if the g a m e was too h a r d 
desperate 
or as p r o p o r t i o n s u d d e n l y betrayed 
by the sharpened lance of defeat 
war itself s truggles to escape death 
the c o i n c leaned f r o m the purse 
the f i le of h o p e f o u n d & r e m o v e d 
l i k e a spent taper a d o r n e d 
by m y o w n shie lds 
m y r ings have been kissed 
n o w they're taken a w a y 
the legend heard to r u n d r u n k 
— i heard it — 
ca l led it m y o w n 
l i k e five chargers & seven hacks 
w i n e d w i t h w a r 
t o m o r r o w i w i l l l i g h t o u t a g a i n 
promises 
Cathy Ford 
Cathy Ford 
